GEORGIAN  PORTRAITS
Then, penny-eyed, that gentleman of wounds,
Old cock from howheres and the heaven's egg,
With bones unbuttoned to the halfway winds,
Hatched from the windy salvage on one leg,
Scraped at my cradle in a walking word
That night of time under the Christward shelter,
I am the long world's gentleman, he said,
And share my bed with Capricorn and Cancer."
Well! " If this young man can understand tilings far too deep
for me, why, what a very deep young man this deep young man
must be ! " One cannot imagine that there is any future for
that sort of thing. If an author has anything to say really worth
while, why must he say it so obscurely that one has to translate
it into other language in order to arrive at his meaning ? The
instrument left us by Shakespeare and his contemporaries,
which many generations of poets and prose writers of genius
have polished and perfected, is capable of expressing every shade
of feeling; every thought that language is able to express.
Shorn of his pretensions, his pseudo-science and his modern
catchwords, man in general remains a being of elementary
emotions that never vary. His perception is limited ; his ear
not sufficiently acute to adjust itself to an entirely new gamut
of sound. If you doubt this you have only to go to a concert
of ultra-modern music. On leaving the hall you will not hear
any of the audience humming or whistling the themes of the
compositions they have been listening to, as they do after a
Beethoven or a Wagner concert. Great writers, as also great
composers, are never iconoclasts. They create new values, but
they do not cast away existing ones.
Kingsmill has nothing in common with the literary freaks.
He is disillusioned like the rest of us, and he is also cynical, but
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